Travels in Two Democracies

language. Yet the show was full of gags based on American
slang like "You're telling me!" and "Oh, yeah!" The author
had gotten hold of phrases which were stale and fading out at
home and featured them as curtain lines, as if by themselves
they must be breathtaking. I had never seen anything quite like
this in an English revue before, and the effect was queer and
unpleasant. Where was the language and the humor of the
English? Did they create no new idiom any more? Had they
lost touch with their historical tradition till it no longer had
enough reality even to provide subjects for jokes? Shakespeare
seemed a long time ago.

As I came back through the streets at night, I saw men and
women lying in doorways and digging in garbage-cans for food
just as I had left them in Chicago and New York.

II. London to Leningrad
WHEN I boarded the Soviet boat the next morning, the sailor
who carried my bags refused a tip.
It was strange to find the little broad white steamer flying
the red flag with its one yellow star and the yellow hammer and
sickle, so close to the Tower of London. Unlike an English boat,
it did not start on timej but the atmosphere of amiable infor-
mality was a relief after an English liner. And it was exhilarat-
ing to swim out of the Thames, with the radio playing Strauss
waltzes and old Sousa marches. The great jaws of the turreted
Tower Bridge undamped to let us pass} and we shook off the
dark old docks and all the river traffic: coal barges and trim
little boats with dark-tarnished brick-red sails.
I went down to my cabin and found the three young Rus-
sians who shared it with me huddled around the porthole, sing-
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